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I think I can be quite sure that while the great Egyptian
uttered these lines the hearers could be at no leisure to
examine whether her arms had never quitted their bondage,
or the feet recovered a position to which they were cer-
tainly more accustomed, energetic as it must be confessed
they always were, in common with the rest of that dignified
and perfect anatomy.

Nor are grace and energy of action at all opposed to each
other. Constraint, affectation, mannerism are the great
foes alike to both. Through the whole range of my stage
recollections the most energetic things were at the same
time the most truly graceful. Think of all the grand points in
either brother or sister, and you will find the consent of
grace and energy invariable. When the true artist is really
up to the great occasion before him, the energy propels his
frame to the right position, and that speaking index, the
hand, announces the graceful triumph. Look at Mrs. Sid dons
herself in Katharine: c Lord Cardinal! To you I speak.'
Can you survey the energy and overlook the grace ? Look
at the oath in the cTrois Horaces' by David, and bow
before the union of the two great principles.

But to close with the recitations, or readings, to which-
ever class the beautiful efforts of Mrs. Siddons are assigned.
For the sake of any future exhibition of this sort I will
notice one happy effect, accidental or designed (probably
the latter), which should invariably enter among the pre-
parations of the apartment. A large red screen formed
what painters would call a background to the figure of the
charming reader. She was dressed in white, and her dark
hair a la Grecque crossed her temples in full masses. Behind
the screen a light was placed, and, as the head moved, a
bright circular irradiation seemed to wave around its out-
line, which gave to a classic mind the impression that the
priestess of Apollo stood before you uttering the inspira-
tion of the deity in immortal verse. But such oracles have
long been dumb.

* Apollo from his shrine
Can no more divine;
No nightly trance, or breathed spell
Inspires the pale-eyed priest from the prophetic cell.'